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Fed. MoftD#//, honcft/Z^toour fportaway. Exit.. 

Shter Ladies.. 

Qu. Sweethearts we fhall be rich ere wc depart, 

y°“. *.!»-. 

Qu. Nothing but this : yes as much louc in Rune, 

A s would be cram’d vp in a (heet of paper 
Writ on both Tides the leafc, matgent and all. 

That he wasfaine to feale on Cttpids name. 

Re/a. That was the way to make his God-head wax , 

For he hath beene fiue thoufana yeeres a Boy. 

Katb He made her melancholy , fad and hcauy , and fo 

k£. You’ll matte the light by taking it in fnuffe . _ 
Therefore Ile datkely end the . . . J 

Ro/. 

Ka. You waigh me not, O that s you ca 

B mRofalitte, you .haue a fauour too. 

Who fent it ? and what is it ? 

Ro[« I would you knew 

And if my face were but as faire as yours. 

My Fauour were as great, be wunclfc this. 

Nay, I haue verfes too., I thankc Berov? tie, 

The numbers true, and were the numbnng too* . 
lire thefaireft Goddclle on the ground. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love's Labour's Lost (STC 22295 ) 


hones ha^our s lojf c 

1 am compar’d to twenty thoufand fairs. 

Q hehathdrawne my pidlureiuhis letter. 

£ht. Anythinghke ? 

Rtf. Much in the letters, nothing in the praifc. 
ojt, Beauteous , as lncke : a good conclulion. 

Kat. Faire as a text B.in a Coppie booke. 

Rtf, ware pcnfils,How <Iit me not dieyour debtor*. 
My red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

O* that your face were full of Ocs. 

<$h. APox of that ieft, and I belbrcwall Shrowcs: 
But Katherine, what was fent to you 
From faire Dumaine^ 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. 

J>)u, Didhenotfendyoutwaine'? 

Kat. Yes Madame and morcouer. 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfull LouerJ 
A huge tranflation of HypocriGe, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie. 

Mar. This,andthefePcarls,to me fent Lenganiie. 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Qu. 1 thinke no IcfTc : doft thou wirti in heart 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter (host. 

Mar. I, or I would thefc hands might neuer part. 
Quec. W e are wife girles to mocke our Louers fo. 
Rof. They arc worfe fooles to purchafc mocking fo.’ 

T hat fame Berowne ile torture ere 1 goe. 

© that I knew he were but in by th’weeke. 

How 1 would make him fawne, and begge, andfecke. 
And waite thefeafon, and obferue the times, 

And fpend his prodigall witsinhootles rimes. 

And lhape his fcruice wholly to my dcuice, 

And make him proud , to make me proud thatiefls. 

So pertaunt like would I o’refway his Bate, 

That he fliould be my foole, and 1 his fate. 

None arc fo furely caughc, when they arc catchy 
A s wit turn’d foole, fellie in W lfdome hatch’d .• 

Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpe of Schoole, 

And Wits one grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

Rof. Thebloud of youth burns not with fuch cxccfle, 
- Ga 


